


After an exhausting mission, the Angles have mistaken their

f;tq. They orrty t'aut their code oum"t (90-degrees' 45-

;;;;:, iaizt-i"ssees) and their caretaker Base'



Base, with the help of the communicator, Polygon, connected the
Angles with Charlie. He told them this: 'Your central
destination is inscribed in the figure dearest to you. The heart of
your beloved one hold's two answers made of radii. The other
answer, made of chords, is half the arc.' While the Angles were
pondering the given information, Charlie left them with this
comment, 'oI gave Base a vacation for four days and by the time
he gets back you need to know your identities."



The Angles thought they should get to work' The first step was

riguringoutwhoth#L:i;;:{"-T:T;l},iYJ?fJH:tHl?lfi,ffiiiJ:#: ,Tiffiit "::ffi ":yn;Il:t *;1ded i'l
had to be Base Uttuott tt"y had never seen Charlie's face'



CONFIDENTIAL

me on it. 4

v



/ ^rrr re*er from charlie to Base'

In the frle was one single worn-out letter

Dear Base,

heart. Good IucK' oo"'

SincerelY'
Charlie

P.S. >90 = obtuse; =90 =rielrt;



The girls foundthe carving onJhe I+t*,tyied 
it for almost

il;;. Then they looked at the riddle agarn'



fu **t*fffi,*;T-r*::ffiJffi;-Ansres

The heaqqg!

beloved one holds twq

answers:ggrc of raOii'





"That must mean I am the green angle, but what does 254_
degrees mean. Shouldn't it be the same as you guys?" The
Angles had to refer back to the riddle and it said the angle made
of chords is half the arc. "Thatmust mean that your unEle
measure of L27'degrees is half of Zl4-degrees because aren,t
those chords?" said 45-degrees. 'ooh yeah, that is what we call
an intercepted angle," chimed 90-degrees



The Angres brought everything together. The retter, in sma'pnnt, told what the angte;s *;#;;;senred.

rffi
||g: right; <90 = acure I

Itrlangres o*me 
was Acute, eo_cegrees,ftrme was Right, *d l2t:l;;os. name was obtuse.
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-lh"y ntratty accomnlishert +r.^:_ - \

l|ly''s a little p*,il.#" ;T,fi::':l;,3? cerebrared byKnow our real nu',,"r', J;'tiltr 
exclaimed Acute. ;Wo"* 

*,



Base returned from vacation and informed them that they had
successfully completed their mission. "Didn't you know our
identity all along?" said Obtuse to Base. Base replied, "To be an
Angle you have to find your own identity. Now, you're ready
for your next mission." Then out of nowhere, Polygon chimed
in.

"Congtatulations
Angles, you can
start your next

mission."
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